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A faint smile flitted across Dr. Priestley's face. ft And
what did Mr. Hinchliffe say to that?" he asked,
" Say!" exclaimed Mr. Millington. " I shouldn't
like to repeat what he said, even if I could remember half
of it. He sat up in bed, and let loose such a flow of
language as I've never imagined. He called me every
name he could think of, and that was a good few, asked
me why the hell I couldn't mind my own business, and
finished up by saying that he wouldn't stop here another
hour. And I was to get out at once, if I didn't want
my something face bashed in. And when the something
doctor came, I was to tell him to—well, sir, it doesn't
matter now what he was to do.
" I wasn't sorry to get out of that room. I simply
daren't tell him that I had wired to Mr. Venner. That
was his funeral, not mine. I thought perhaps Mr.
Hinchliffe would get over it, if I left him alone. But the
next thing I heard was that he had rung for some shav-
ing water, and asked for his bill.
' " I didn't quite know what to do. But I rang up
Doctor Hardwicke, and told him that he needn't trouble,
after all. I thought that if he saw Mr. Hinchliffe, and
he carried on to him like he had to me, the doctor would
have had him certified as a lunatic. And then, some
time later, I heard Mr. Hinchliffe in the hall, bellow-
ing like a bull to Miss Quentin about his bill. I kept out
of the way, for fear there'd be another row if he saw me.
And then, just in the nick of time, Mr. Venner and a
lady I took to be his sister turned up.
" Mr. Hinchliffe met them in the hall. I heard him
ask them where the hell they'd come from, or something
like that. They told him that they'd just run down to
see him, as they hadn't seen him for so long. After
a bit he said that since they had a car outside, they
could take him away. It didn't matter where, as long

